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May boast herself the fairest flower, 

In glen or copse, or forest dingle. 

“ Though fair her gems of azure hue, 

Beneath the dew-drop’s weight reclining, 

I’ve seen an eye of lovelier blue, 

More sweet through watery lustre shining. 

« The summer’s sun that dew shall dry. 

Ere yet the day be past its morrow. 

Nor longer in my false love’s eye 
Remained the tear of parting sorrow.” 

The poetry, the romance, the scenery of any 
country is embroidered with the violet, from “ Ca- 
ledonia stern and wild,” to the flowery fields of 
fair Arcadia, and the same individual species is, 
and always has been, the object of homage. 

“ Sweet flower ! Spring’s earliest loveliest gem. 

While other flowers are idly sleeping, 

Thou rear’st thy purple diadem ; 

Meekly from thy seclusion peeping. 

« Thou from thy little secret mound. 

Where diamond dew-drops shine above thee, 
Seatterest thy modest fragrance round. 

And well may Nature’s poets love thee 

“ Thine is a short swift reign I know — 

But here thy spirit still pervading 
New Violet tufts again shall blow, 

Then fade away as thou art fading, 

st And be renew’d ; the hope how blest, 

O may that hope desert me never ! 
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